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I was always a bad learner, and although I loved know-
ledge from my cradle I liked to acquire it my own way. I
think that I was born with a detestation of grammars.
Nature seemed to whisper me the folly of learning words
instead of ideas, and my mind would have grown sterile
for want of manure if I had not taken its culture into my
own hands, and compensated by my own tillage for my
tutor's bad husbandry. I therefore in a quiet way read
every book that I could get hold of, and studied as little as
possible in my instructor's museum of verbiage, whether
his specimens appeared in the anatomy of a substantive, or
the stiH more disgusting form of a dissected verb.

This period of my life, too, was memorable for a more
interesting incident than the introduction of my tutor.
For the first time I visited the theatre. Never shall 1
forget the impression. At length I perceived human
beings conducting themselves as I wished. I was mad
for the playhouse, and I had the means of gratifying my
mania. I so seldom fixed my heart upon anything, I
showed, in general, such little relish for what is called
amusement, that my father accorded me his permission
with pleasure and facility, and, as an attendant to this
magical haunt, I now began to find my tutor of great use.

I had now a .pursuit, for when I was not a spectator at
the theatre, at home I was an actor. I required no
audience; I was happier alone. My chivalric reveries
had been long gradually leaving me: now they entirely
vanished. As I learnt more of life and nature, I re-
quired for my private world something which, while it
was beautiful and uncommon, was nevertheless natural
and could live. Books more real than fairy tales and
feudal romances had already made me muse over a more
real creation. The theatre at once fully introduced me to
this new existence, and there arose accordingly in my mind
uew characters. Heroes succeeded to knights, tyrants to
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